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*tS^t PtttemeiBSiBS of ISatim 

ELSHAZZAR sits at his royal feast 

In the banquet hall of life ; 
The plates are gold and the goblets rare. 
The bead on the wine is rife. 



The gallants are versed in amorous play 
And flatter with nimble tongue : 

For youth and laughter and joy are there. 
The night? Oh! the night is young. 



They tread the pace in the festive dance. 

As the music throbs away : 
The women are fair and their glances thrill 

In passionate underplay. 



^Dedicated to John Lomax* celebrated painting of the same name. 
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The game is on and the stakes are high — 
For love and honor and gold; 

To win or lose on a turning card 

Young blood has been ever bold 



Then quaff to women and wine and song. 

Let revelry reign supreme. 
Why heed the writing upon the wall 

With pleasure an endless dream? 



L'ENVOI 

The candles flare in their sickly red. 
Grim ruin is on the floor; 

The wine is flat and the sport is tame 
And the music throbs no more. 
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Where are the women with sparkling eyes. 
The lips that were passing sweet ; 

The careless bubble of jest and song, 
The patter of dancing feet? 



They're gone, my lads, with your golden hopes, 
The light of your youth as well; 

The smile and kiss of the fickle lips. 
The beacon that led to hell. 



So draw the curtains and ope the blinds, 
'Tis the cold grey of the mom; 

And drain the dregs of your final toast 
To the bitterness of dawn. 



1916 
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jTair Virsiraa 

^^^5^HY romantic eyes, Virginia, 
C J Sing the lay of olden days, 
^^^ When each noble fought so bravely 

For his dame of fickle ways. 
She would tread a dainty measure 

With her gallant at her side; 
But she'd flout him at the next one, 

If some fairer knight she spied. 



Ah ! those dear old days of honor 

And of chivalry have fled, 
When some bsuron wed his lady 

With a veil around her head. 
In a distsuit little hamlet. 

Where he'd stolen her away 
From the ramparts of the castle. 

By the moon's refulgent ray. 
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'Tis an ever vivid picture 

In the annals of romance 
How this lover scaled the turret 

For his lady's tender glance ; 
How his manly arms embraced her- 

This gay Lochinvar of old — 
As he held her on his charger, 

Dashing off across the wold. 



Just to find on her unveiling 

(And he lordly cursed the jade), 
That the wife he was caressing 

Was his lady's serving maid. 
That's the reason, fair Virginia, 

Thou remindest me of old : 
Thou art fairer than the fairest, 

But thy heart is false and cold. 



1906 
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I3t tfie 3BlapJlifi! of Niagara 

H ! RIVER that ever surges 

In mad and turbulent flight, 
Thou art like the mournful dirges 
That surge through my soul to-night. 



My heart is so sad and lonely, 
While all around me is mirth. 

Is thy cold bosom the only 

Relief from the woes of earth? 



Oh ! where are thy waters going 
That rush so heedlessly by? 

Dost lead in thy ceaseless flowing 
To peace that can never die? 



Oh ! canst thou bestow forever 

The rest that my soul doth crave 

And e'en from my conscience sever 
This spectre so gaunt and grave? 
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OH1 WHERE ARE THY WATERS GOING? 



This spectre of lost ambition. 

Of honors that might have been. 

That causes such keen contrition 
For shame of our youthful sin. 



Oh! fools that in darkness stumble 
For happiness life has lacked, 

Can you not divine the rumble 
Of that mighty cataract? 



Oh ! river thou art a warning 

To those in the madding pace 

That see not the chasm yawning 
The wages of sin must face. 



If only such consolation 

Lay under thy gleaming tide, 
How many a heart's salvation 

Were found at the riverside. 



1904 
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liable Clap 

QAS thy heart no word to say, Kazie Clay, 
Of that bygone summer day, Kazie Clay, 
When the murmur of the sea. 
With its zephyrs cool and free, 
Sung of love and hope and thee, Kazie Clay? 



Do the winds still softly blow, Kazie Clay, 
As they did so long ago, Kazie Clay, 

When the perfume from thy hair 
Of the roses resting there 
Sweetly filled the morning air, Kazie Clay? 



Do the birds so gaily call, Kazie Clay, 
Do the tears of mem'ry fall, Kazie Clay, 

For the days that now are past? 

Are they fading from thee fast 
Till they fade away at last, Kazie Clay? 
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Thou hast gone so far away, Kazie Clay, 
Shall I never see the day, Kazie Clay, 

When thine arms will want to be. 

As the ivy on the tree, 
Clinging tenderly to me, Kazie Clay? 



Is thy friendship but a dream, Kazie Clay, 
With its momentary gleam, Kazie Clay? 
Do the glances of thine eyes 
Speak of love that never dies? 
Is it gold that in them cries, Kazie Clay? 



If thy heart for gold should cry, Kazie Clay, 
Then my fond hopes all must die, Kazie Clay; 
All my golden dreams must fade 
Of a life with thee, sweet maid, 
Pass from sunshine into shade, Kazie Clay. 
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I shall ever be thy friend, Kazie Clay, 
True and steadfast till the end, Kazie Clay. 
Yes : though beauty's fickle grace 
Chill the roses on thy face, 
Lreave the pallor in their place, Kazie Clay. 



1905 
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tEbt eUi \TtoUnu(t 

SUNBEAM, when the storm had gone. 

Crept through a garret pane 
Where oft he'd smiled, each pleasant morn, 
In other days before the rain. 

He missed the old man gaunt and thin 

Who used to rise at break of day 
To dream upon his violin. 

When love was young and life was gay. 

He smiled again with added glee, 

This sunbeam free from earth's alloy; 

''I'll warm his very soul," said he, 

''And see his wan face light with joy." 



Across the dark and dingy place 
He sped along as shadows fled 

And kissed the old man's withered face. 
So cold upon his narrow bed. 
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Too late had come his genial breath 

To cheer the old man gaunt and thin : 

His magic hand lay hushed in death 
Upon his worn old violin. 

Perhaps the deeds we'll do, so great. 

Some vague day when our ships come in, 

May like the sunshine be too late 
To help a soul in want or sin. 

Oh! traveler on life's stormy way, 

Thy ship may never heave in sight; 

So stretch thy hand out once to-day 

To make some comrade's burden light. 

1898 
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tEo ^n IHifimotDti ^tctttre 

ILENT face of inspiration. 

Dusky eyes e'er haunting me; 
Why no smile of approbation, 
When I fondly gaze on thee? 

Is it that thy dreams are flitting 
To some distant foreign clime. 

That thou dost not see me sitting 
Neath thy classic face sublime? 

Or art thou some southern maiden 
Far from thy soft tropic skies 

And thy heart with sorrow laden 

Grieves within those wistful eyes? 

Art thou dreaming, gentle flower. 

With the rosebloom on thy cheek. 

Dreaming of that first sweet hour 
When the lips of love shall speak? 
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Or have lips once so enthralling 

Passed from thy young life away 

And thy fancy is recalling 

Memories of a bygone d^y? 



Matchless features, coyly peeping 
From thy tresses flower-decked : 

Is thy virgin heart in keeping, 
Tempered by thy intellect? 



Swanlike throat of dazzling brightness, 
Blending with that spotless breast: 

Such Elysian fields of whiteness 
Thrill me with a sweet unrest. 



Eyes expressive, soft and tender — 
S3rmbols of thy gentle heart ; 

Rounded chin of sculptured splendor, 
Dimple^kissed by nature's art. 
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From that pose in girlish fashion 
To thine eyes' slight discontent; 

E'en those luscious lips of passion: 
All bespeak thy temperament. 



If I could but fan the fire 

Slumbering in those languid eyes, 
Then my heart would beat still higher, 

From this earth to heaven rise. 



Silent face above me beaming. 

If my soul have read thee wrong. 

Do not wake me from my dreaming. 
Let me dream this one sweet song. 



1902 
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W^t #arbtn of lobe 

'OMEWHERE on earth is a garden of love, 

No one can find it alone ; 
Only the gleam of a true lover's eyes 
Lightens the path to its throne. 
Sometimes the tones of a soft gentle voice, 

Or the warm touch of a hand; 
Sometimes a vague little thrill of delight 
Shows us the dear promised land. 

Often I've felt the warm touch of thy hand, 

Often I've heard thy dear voice ; 
Always I've known a great thrill of delight, 

Always my heart would rejoice. 
Nowhere on earth have I seen this fair spot. 

Till I gazed deep in thine eyes : 
Stroll on this sweet primrose pathway with me. 

Under love's changeless blue skies. 



1903 
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^t)t WBsLfitsi of fttn 

SUMMER night, far down the bay, 

Beside the dark lagoon. 
Beyond, the lights of Avon lay; 
Afar, the rising moon. 

The bay is calm; the midnight hour 

Its ghostly spell doth weave. 
The owl hoots within his bower 

The silence to relieve. 

Yet even nature's smiling face 

Is often but the shroud 
That hides an aching heart's disgrace, 

Too full to weep aloud. 

And so upon the scene there came 

A girl both young and fair; 
Her heart was torn with bitter shame : 

She iiumbly knelt in prayer. 
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If this be sin, dear God/' she said 
In grief that shook her frame, 

Forgive me, please, when I am dead. 
And all the wrong and shame." 



Oh! hast thou ever heard the swan. 
Whenever death was nigh? 

So made this maiden, pale and wan, 
Her last and plaintive cry : 



''I die to keep my soul from sin — 
From greater sin to keep;" 

E'en as she spoke, plunged madly in 
The waters dark and deep. 



Three times she sank, to rise at last. 
Upon her face and hair 

m 

The moon its beams of silver cast 
And laid her secret bare. 
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Ah ! cruel fate that thus would rob 

A life so young and good. 
That once with every hope did throb 

In purest maidenhood. 

The water grasses cling around, 
As down the bay she floats ; 

And through the ghostly woods resound 
The bullfrog's dismal notes. 

Alas I how many hearts have sought, 
How many, weak and brave. 

Whose lives were with dishonor fraught; 
These waters as a grave. 



Wherein they hoped to find the peace 
The soul demands in need; 

To make the pangs of conscience cease 
For some unholy deed. 



1900 
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MODEST prince of great renown 

Once traveled all alone 
And visited a little town, 
Where he was scarcely known. 

To keep himself from being known 

And shun all social pomp. 
He passed off as a baritone, 

Out for a few days' romp. 

The host that ran this wayside inn. 
Where came our prince to rest. 

Thought asking questions was no sin. 
Not even of his guest. 

His eagerness he did evince, 

In language most polite. 
To know if he came from the prince, 

Expected late that night. 
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The prince for answer sang a song 
(To pass the question by). 

That was at once both sad and strong : 
It caused the host to cry. 



The host was not contented ; true, 

Though touched by this sweet lay: 

So asked if in his retinue 
He served in any way. 



The prince, who had begun to shave, 
Now wished to drop the mask 

And for the insolence he gave, 
To take the host to task. 



But springing from a modest race. 
His shyness won again ; 

So turning, said with best of grace : 
"I shave him now and then." 

1892 
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Confi(olatton 

N the dull caf6 I smoke, 
Lost in meditation; 
Striving vainly to evoke 
Gleams of consolation. 



Deep I drink to banish care, 
Visions of the morrow 

Never seem so hard to bear: 
I succumb to sorrow. 

Suddenly there thrill my ear 

Melodies of sound; 
Sweet notes of a linnet near 

Fill the place around. 

Spite the smoky atmosphere, 
And the gloom within it. 

Spreading sunshine far and near. 
Sings the little linnet. 
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Happy prisoner I You, although 

Long incarcerated. 
Know how sweet the flowers grow, 

As when you were mated. 

Sweet consoler I Thanks to you, 
Care I'll ever trample; 

And shall take, when sorrows brew, 
You as an example. 

1891 
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WAhtn iHarste S^milti 

OW sweet the pleasant April day. 
When all the world seems bright and gay. 
Well, every day is just that way, 
When Margie smiles. 



Somehow I feel no dark or gloom. 
When trouble's shadows round me loom; 
For me the flowers ever bloom. 
When Margie smiles. 

The hyacinths of white and blue. 
The lilies kissed by morning dew, 
Each pledge of tender love renew. 
When Margie smiles. 

Hast thou not heard the linnet's trills, 
The nightingale or whippoorwill's? 
My heart with sweeter music thrills, 
When Margie smiles. 



1905 
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''Bimltx iHtttibtttitf" 

RRAYED within a classic tomb 

Of Vassar's ivied walls, 
In high relief from college gloom, 
Where sunlight rarely falls, 
There stands a maiden all serene — 

A stem decree of fate — 
In cap and gown and stately mien. 
The sweet girl graduate. 



Her lustrous eyes reveal the light 

Of intellect and lore ; 
But girlishness and blushes slight 

Betray the woman more. 
How charming just to watch her face, 

A throne should be her seat, 
Because she is embodied grace 

Where cult and beauty meet. 



1903 
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ftprtngttme of lobe 

^V^HEN first I gazed into thy dreaming eyes 
ill And saw the slumb'ring spark of love divine, 
^*^ My heart felt like the mom when darkness dies 

And golden sunlight warms like mellow wine. 
'Twas thine ennobling soul on mine had breathed 

Its dawn of hope that waked eternal spring. 
Each tender glance of thine a garland wreathed 

Of happiness that thou alone couldst bring. 



Though still within thy girlhood's happy years, 

A fragile bud unknown to man's embrace, 
I dreamt thy gentle voice dispelled my fears, 

As April storms to April smiles give place. 
I clasped thee to my heart in joy supreme. 

With arms God fashioned for thy sacred form ; 
I felt at last the thrill of love's young dream. 

As fast I kissed thy cheeks, thy lips so warm. 
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Thou heldest me in some sweet, magic spell, 

As fondly thou didst answer each caress ; 
No cavalier in marble halls could dwell 

So happy when thy love thou didst confess. ' 
The moonbeams too thy face with rapture kissed, 

While perfumed breezes with thy tresses played. 
Though circumstance may break all earthly tryst. 

Thine image from mine eyes will never fade. 



'Twas but a dream ambition often brings 

Within its ever blind and dizzy flight ; 
That knows too well the grief of worldly things 

Ofttimes too late to save the heart its blight. 
Such happiness, such bliss can never be. 

My star of love can never rise so high. 
Alas I life's best is but the memory 

Of dreams I hoped could live, yet knew must die. 



1904 
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OESTINY'S caUing thee into the Ught, 
Thine is the gift to lead hearts to the right. 
No one could know the great depth of thy soul. 
Not to be borne to some worthier goal. 



Mild little maid, unassuming and kind, 
Thine are the traits of the high noble mind. 
What is the value of beauty of face, 
When divine truth's not its offsetting grace? 



Maiden of culture, be happy to know 
Beauty of soul on thy face is a-glow 
Truly with beauty no time can erase : 
As a girl thinks, nature fashions her face. 
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Don't be afraid to be noble and true. 
Though all thy dreams may forever fall through; 
Only to know that thy life is still pure : 
That is real happiness, constant and sure. 



''Noblesse oblige" is thy motto each hour : 
Thou must live up to thy God-given power. 
Be in thy friendships a rainy-day friend; 
Sunshine or shadow, be strong till the end. 



Wake then from dreaming, thy duties to meet, 
Fame's honored path opens out at thy feet. 
Heed now thy destiny's voice as it rings : 
Only great efforts accomplish great things. 



1905 
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jTorgibe 

XF I have erred and in my erring did thy 
spirit grieve, wilt thou not in the fullness 
of thy heart let me retrieve? It cannot be 
I have not read thee right: thy soul doth soar so 
far and wide and can attain the greater height, 
which I have lost, for mine in darkness slept till 
destiny our pathways crossed. Thy friendship rare 
I dare not ask of kindly fate or heaven above, nor 
yet to bask within the sunshine of thy love: that 
were too great. For one thing only, child, dear 
child, I pray: forgive, that when I live the long, 
long years alone, my heart, though ashen gray, will 
yet be chaste, because thy nobler life my poorer life 
had graced. This is my prayer, just to atone. 



1891 
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M Hotie W&txt i^U 

^v^HEN the evening shades are blending 
1 ■ ^ With the pale moon's silvery light 
^**^ And the perfumed fields of flowers 

Scent the quiet air of night, 
Then it is my heart would answer 

To the blushes on thy cheek, 
Tell thee, dear, how deep I love thee, 

If but honor bade me speak. 



As the perfume of the roses 

Lightly lingers round the vase. 
So in memory's mirror ever 

I shall see thy gentle face. 
And I'll dream the old dreams over, 

Sweetheart mine beyond recall, 
Dreams that would be living pleasures. 

If sweet love were only all. 

1904 
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temptation 




EMPTATION comes like angels fair, 

Arrayed in mortal guise. 
Her face is smiling everywhere 
To dazzle heedless eyes. 



Her form is fair with chaste display, 
How sweet her perfumed breath ; 

Yet in her heart is sin's decay, 
Her lips, the kiss of death. 



The quicksands lie at left and right: 
Oh! fool, canst thou not see 

It is the will o' wisp of night 
That beckons on to thee? 
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For once within her false embrace, 
Too late to doubt or pause: 

Remorse or time can ne'er efface 
The mem'ry of her claws. 



Oh ! friend in doubt, if happiness 
Thou wish to be thy lot, 

Beware temptation's soft caress; 
Be strong and answer not. 



1904 
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^ ^Suffragette's; W&oom 

^V^ILT thou spurn my tender pleading, 
■ ^ I ^ Dear, and leave my heart a bleeding, 
^^^ When its wound thy love is needing, 

Just to ease its pain? 
Ah! thou dost not know the passion 
That makes cheeks and lips so ashen. 
When the heart in true love fashion. 

Feels its love in vain. 



Canst thou read a maiden's gushes 
Or detect the tell-tale blushes. 
As the hot blood upward rushes. 

When thou, love, art nigh? 
Were thine eyes of love so stupid 
At the modest pranks of Cupid, 
When mine eyelids gently drooped 

With a smothered sigh? 
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Dost thou, love, then doubt the feeling 
That would set my heart a reeling, 
As through every fibre stealing. 

If in thy embrace? 
Has my love not freely spoken 
That my heart is well-nigh broken? 
Give me just one little token 

With true manly grace. 



1905 
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^isibti of 3aofi(efi( 




HE clouds hang low and the fleecy snow 

Is whirling through the air. 
The tall pines creak and cold winds shriek 
And wail in wild despair. 



The Are burns slow in its fitful glow 
And shadows on the floor. 

By some black art, steal o'er my heart 
To leave it nevermore. 



No tread of feet or the voices sweet 

Of loved ones long ago 
Doth soothe my ears or calm my fears 

With cadence soft and low. 
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Within the vase on the mantel place 
The roses bloomed so fair; 

The leaves once red, with fragrance shed. 
Are lying withered there. 



Ah! my sad life that was so rife 
Is chilled with winter's snows; 

Its golden gleams and happy dreams 
Are ashes of the rose. 



1912 
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Co a l^oung ^rtrna Bontia 

HEN I see thee in my dreams awake or sleeping 

And I feel thy hand so soft and warm in mine. 
Then my heart forgets its lonely vigil keeping. 
As it seems to find affinity in thine. 
Can I e'er forget the wondrous joy that filled me 

And the glory of thy voice when first we met, 
For its tender tones and pathos deeply thrilled me 
And its music in my dreams is singing yet. 

'Tis the gloaming, in the sunset's mystic fire. 

In a kingdom far beyond the city gay, 
Through a garden by the roses and the brier 

I am roaming and a dreaming life away. 
There's a queenly face beside me sweetly beaming, 

And my heart with hope and longing madly cries : 
'Tis the kingdom, dear, of love in which I'm dreaming. 

And that kingdom lives within thy soft gray eyes. 

1904 

48 




^0 Mv :fvcfit i^tueettieart 



HE little purling brook 
Beneath the willow 
That old familiar nook, 
Where oft she sat with me. 



How oft I've dreamed with her, 
In scenes that breathed of love. 

The pine trees and the fir. 
The soft blue sky above. 

The poems that I wrote 

So fraught with dreams of bliss ; 
The time I did devote. 

To win that first sweet kiss. 

Her little hands in mine, 

That promise 'neath the tree: 
One touch of love divine 

Had changed the world for me. 
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She sleeps beside the brook, 
Beneath the willow tree : 

The old familiar nook 

That changed the world for me. 

It must be all a dream 

That love of long ago. 
The world will never seem 

As bright again, I know. 

1905 
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language of tfie 3Elofi(e 

OH ! MAIDEN fair, upon thy hair 
There lies a rose of red ; 
But on thy breast, let this one rest, 
The rose of white, instead. 
The rose above speaks tender love, 

The white means purity. 
A purer place it ne'er could grace 
Than nestling close to thee. 



In days of yore, if o'er a door 

A rose of white there lay. 
Each gallant knew he must be true 

And honor ne'er betray. 
And so I swear, oh maiden fair, 

If thou wilt give to me 
That rose of red upon thy head, 

I'll honor both for thee. 



1905 
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3f 3 Were BeaH 

XF I were dead> 
Wouldst thou forgive me then for all the wrong 
And cross the bridge of time to when love's song 
Was new and every path of joy seemed long, 
If I were dead? 



If I were dead, 

Wouldst thou not place thy hand upon my brow 

In soft caresses, which in rapture now 

My senses thrill, as when we sealed love's vow, 

If I were dead? 



If I were dead, 

Wouldst thou then kiss my lips so pale and cold 
With thine so warm, in memory of old 
And let thy soul its anguish deep unfold. 

If I were dead? 
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If I were dead, 

Wouldst thou, just like the world, so soon forget 
Each fond embrace, each pledge, since first we met 
And leave that room of death with no regret. 

If I were dead? 



If I were dead. 

And thou should only look upon me, dear. 
With but the old-time love, true and sincere. 
My spirit would rejoice and linger near. 

If I were dead. 



1906 
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$ert)aps( dome Bap 




ERHAPS some day, when time has fled, 

And far our paths may lie, 
Your heart will mourn the days long dead 
And breathe one tender sigh. 



Perhaps when friends you thought sincere 

Have proven false to you. 
Your soul may feel the longing, dear, 

For one whose love was true. 



Perhaps some day well meet again. 
Perchance our paths may cross: 

Will your heart throb with rapture then 
And deem those years a loss? 
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I wonder how you'll greet me then; 

If only I could say. 
If I could be that man of men 

Forever and a day. 



God grant your heart may throb for me. 
Our paths once more entwine. 

If this fond dream can never be, 
No other shall be mine. 



1906 
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paprika 

PARKLING eyes so passing fair. 
Truth and beauty beaming there; 
With a wealth of Titian hair, 
Paprika. 



Pure and modest as the rose, 
Smiling sunshine as she goes ; 
Heart with innocence overflows. 
Paprika. 

Dainty pair of tiny feet, 
Peeping from her dresses neat ; 
Just to see them is a treat. 
Paprika. 

Lips so sweet yet never kissed : 
Many on the waiting list. 
What a joy someone has missed. 
Paprika. 
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Fairest girl IVe ever seen. 
Many hearts she'll break, I ween ; 
Yet she's only seventeen. 
Paprika. 

Do not give advice or blame: 
True to her old Spanish name. 
Vex her and she's all aflame. 
Paprika. 

Id03 
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tS^tie long, Xong tKPratl 

FTEN I dream of a fairy nook, 
Gold in the autumn days ; 
There where the trail meets the silv'ry brook. 
Sweet with the morning haze. 

Warm are the leaves on the greensward's breast, 

Kissed by a thousand gleams ; 
Ah ! how the charm of that sylvan nest 

Thrills like the magic of dreams. 

Thrills me with happiness ne'er to cease : 

Life is a joyous song; 
In this my dreamworld, two hearts find peace, 

''Far from the madding throng". 

Will you come back in the bye and bye. 

Here mid the pine trees tall; 
There where the old Adirondacks lie. 

Back to that golden fall? 
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Yes : I'll be there in the sunlight's gleam, 

Ever your faithful friend; 
Down by the path near the silv'ry stream, 

Waiting the long trail's end. 

Send me a wireless from your heart 
Spanning the dismal space; 

Though we are thousands of miles apart, 
We shall be face to face. 

Only a fancy these dreams of mine, 
Dreams that can ne'er come true; 

Sometimes the dreaming makes life divine 
Just for a girl like you. 

1907 
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tKfie iKarble Heart 

XF the spark within mine eyes 
E'er should kindle into flame, 
Dost thou think its warmth could rise 
Till it touched thy heart the same? 
Would not love engender love, 

On some sheltered isle marooned, 
Boundless as the realms above, 
By the silent stars attuned? 



Though thou seek'st not worldly gain, 

Maiden of the marble heart. 
Must I ever bear the pain 

That thy coldness doth impart? 
Do not let me vainly sue. 

Overhead the robin sings: 
Surely in thine orbs of blue 

Lies the message that he brings. 

1904 
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9n ^tpftavCi lament 

H ! I feel an envy stealing 

Deep within my troubled breast 
For the love that mortals, feeling, 
Find therein a balm of rest. 

Far from home or friendly faces 
I was nurtured, e'en with hate ; 

Free — ^yet bound by cruel traces 
Of a cold and heartless fate. 

Childhood's cares were never lightened 

By a mother's sweet caress; 
Boyhood's hours never brightened 

By a sister's tender press. 

Burning tears oft kissed the pillow 
Where my head was wont to lie ; 

And the wind-stirred weeping willow 
Nightly sang my lullaby. 
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From the glance of pity shrinking 
As from wilful thrust of sword; 

E'er of love and parents thinking : 
Only patience as reward. 

Not with words is sorrow measured 
Or the thoughts however mild ; 

Nor the longings vainly treasured 
By a loveless orphan child. 

1894 
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Ko ^ ll^tattlaii Coquette 

KOUISE, you dear little squeeze, 
An armful of heaven and bliss : 
Please know, fairest girl, 
My heart is awhirl 
At thought of one tender, sweet kiss. 



It hurt to find you a flirt — 

A maid that is so debonair ; 

'Twas hard to believe, 

Men's hearts you would grieve, 

By smiling so falsely and fair. 



A minx, who of nothing thinks 
But having her very own way. 

You don't care a snap 

Or half of a rap 
For what the poor men have to pay. 
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Coquette, society's pet 

And breaker of hearts all in one, 
You know you will rue 
Before you get through 

Such wild, reckless flirting for fun. 



Some day, your own heart will pay 
For wounds you've inflicted on men ; 
Some gay, handsome bard 
Will throw you down hard 
You'U never be happy again. 



Louise, you know I'm a tease. 

If you were a heartless coquette. 
Then living were pain 
And loving were vain 

And filled with the deepest regret. 
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Ah ! yes : to you I conf ess. 
You ever such happiness bring, 
That only to know 
I love you, dear, so. 
All life seems a beautiful spring. 



1906 
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tlTfie llrtbge of f^tavn 

ACK through the vista of slumbering years 

Fancy has led me to-night; 
Out of the mist of its hopes and its fears 
Flashes one beacon of light. 

Friendship's the beacon that brightly doth shine, 

As the divine star of old ; 
Yet, though our pathways no longer entwine, 

Friendship has never grown cold. 

Maybe it's there in the book of our fate, 

Written by destiny's hand. 
We— shall not meet till we pass through the gate 

Into that heavenly land. 

But when my dreams seek a sunnier clime, 

'Neath the fair skies of the blue. 
Backward I'll turn through the long lane of time, 

Back to the sunshine and you. 

1911 
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X DREAMED I held thee, dear, 
Within love's fond embrace ; 
Thy soft arms round me stole 
And found their resting place. 
Thy girlish lips met mine 

And, trembling, lingered there ; 
Thine eyes with passion's fire 
Spoke love beyond compare. 



Could I but clasp thee, dear. 

Ah ! how I've wished it so ; 
Would love so pure as mine 

Evoke no tender glow? 
So gently would I speak 

To each dear word of thine. 
Thy heart would ne'er regret. 

If thou wert only mine. 
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HYLLIS is the gentle maiden. 

Who with looks demure and sweet, 
And her heart with kindness laden, 
Lays me captive at her feet. 



Tempting mouth in smiles is parted, 
Sweeter far than Venus' lips. 

Phyllis leaves me broken-hearted, 
As to school she lightly trips. 



All the choice and lovely flowers 
Of fair California's clime. 

Found in dells and sunny bowers. 
Make not such a perfect rhyme 
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As a rose in Phyllis' tresses, 
By her shapely fingers set. 

Rare the maid that heaven blesses 
With such locks of glossy jet. 



Pretty girls I ne'er admire ; 

Nor the stately dames revere : 
For my heart is e'er on fire 

With the charms of Phyllis dear. 



Other maids are vainly trying, 
By their simple guile or art, 

As a pose or gentle sighing, 
To caress my faithful heart. 
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Little schoolgirl, ray of brightness, 
When away canst thou not guess 

Why my heart doth lose its lightness 
And is left a wilderness? 



No : not for thy classic features 
I would break all lesser ties, 

Hold thee fairest of God's creatures : 
'Tis the soul light in thine eyes. 



If ambition's fondest dreaming 
Were destroyed by cruel fate ; 

It were naught but idle seeming : 

Thou couldst more than compensate. 



1898 
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i^tottt S^ixtttn 

AIDEN fair of sweet sixteen, 
Tender bud of womanhood, 
Such a flower ne'er was seen — 
Never in life's garden stood. 

As the woods in early spring 
After winter's bitter night, 

When the birds their carols sing, 
Fill the soul with keen delight : 

So thou, by thy artless grace. 

Modest mien and dainty dress. 

By the sweetness of thy face, 
Hanceth thy bewitchingness. 

From the forest's deep repose 

Charms of hidden splendor rise : 

So the dreamy lovelight glows 
In the mellow of thine eyes. 
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Thus thyself and friendship dear — 
Friendship in its truest sense — 

E'er reveal some virtue near, 

Friendship's sweetest recompense. 

One man's gain is someone's loss, 
Joy and grief oft run apace ; 

But I count all pleasures dross, 
Save the sunshine of thy grace. 

So if to my heart's desire, 

Fortime would her favor send, 
What more nobly could inspire 

Than to know thou art my friend. 

1899 
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Wi^t ?KKanbertr'iB! Bream 

XSAT in church far over land 
And watched a bridal pair^ 
Whose lives were linked, as hand in hand, 
They knelt together there. 
I heard the troth ; in memory 

Appeared an olden phase: 

Beside me stood sweet Azellie, 

My bride of halcyon days. 



Again her hand in mine I felt, 

As in the days of yore ; 
And at the shrine of love I knelt, 

The love I know no more. 
We strolled the wildwood brook along 

Through woodland fern and bow'r. 
We list' the nightingale's sweet song 

At twilight's peaceful hour. 
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And thus the golden days were spent 

In love's enchanted dream ; 
A charm imto my vision lent : 

How real it all did seem. 
Alas ! how quickly time did rob 

My dreaming of its view; 
I heard the churchbelFs pealing throb 

My phantasy was through. 



1892 
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Wo a S^otittjf iBtttterflp 

OST thou think happiness, friend of my heart, 

Dwells amid riches and power? 
Nay : it's not found in the world's fashion mart : 
Happiness, friend, is a flower. 

Down in the valley of trouble and care, 

Watered by sympathy's tear; 
Under the thorns in the marsh of despair. 

Deep in the shadows so drear. 

There the sweet blossoms of happiness bloom, 

Fragrant above other flowers ; 
Filling the air with their rarest perfume — 

Essence of kindliest hours. 

Shouldst thou have courage my wisdom to sound. 

Light will be thrown on thy path ; 
Joy is the offspring of duty : if found. 

Life holds a bright aftermath. 

1912 
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(ETfie MiSi tA life 




WATCHED a face so wan and weak. 
Where pain was shared with fear. 
The sunken eyes, the hollow cheek 
Foretold that death was near. 



I gently smoothed the ruffled hair 
And cooled the fevered brow; 

I'd thought my cross was hard to bear : 
How light I deemed it now. 



I gazed into the troubled eyes : 
The light was waning fast ; 

I saw a few brief struggles rise, 
Then knew that life was past. 
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And thus in futile struggles here 
For greater worldly gain, 

Some kindred spirit we might cheer 
And soothe his bitter pain. 



Too late my comrade did I find 
To serve him at the last. 

The mill indeed will never grind 
With water that has past. 



1909 
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Cttpfii'iB! lairt 

GOULD I but clasp thee to my heart 
And gaze into thine eyes; 
And know that, by dear Cupid's art, 
I'd won thee as a prize: 
Such happiness could ne'er be found 

By mortal anywhere. 
How mad my heart would throb and bound 
To feel thee nestling there. 



And would thy own heart throb with mine 

Or thrill beneath my gaze, 
As soft I spoke of love divine 

And passion's tender ways? 
Oh! wouldst thou press thy ruby lips 

To mine in perfect bliss, 
Just as the bee its honey sips, 

In love's endearing kiss? 
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^^^^^HERE'S just the cutest dimple in her cheek; 
ft J And when my little lady deigns to speak, 
^^■^ Her voice is soft and low. 

Just like the streamlet's flow: 
Her smiles run like the riplets on the creek. 

There's just a tinge of mischief in her eyes ; 
Yet when the little elf affects surprise, 

You'd swear her eyes of blue 

As guileless and as true 
As cherubs looking down from starry skies. 

She is the only pebble on the beach ; 

Yet though I know of many within reach. 

This maid so dazzles me. 

No other can I see ; 
Nor would I, if I could: for she's a peach. 
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X STOOD within a churchyard fair, 
Beneath the cypress trees ; 
And mem'ries of dear mother there 
Seemed borne upon the breeze. 
We laid her down in harvest-tide, 
When all the world was glad. 
But how could I feel joy or pride? 
My heart was torn and sad. 



Ah ! me, how short since yestertime. 

When, mother, thou wast there 
And roses in thy cheeks made rhyme 

With roses in thy hair. 
While I stood near — ^thy little girl — 

My hand so warm in thine ; 
My loving heart was in a whirl. 

For all the world seemed mine. 



80 



But now thejr've laid thee under there, 

Within the cold, cold clay : 
So what care I, if life be fair, 

My heart can ne'er be gay. 
Ah ! mother dear, so fond, so fond, 

God took thee on before; 
But some day in the great beyond, 

Our souls will meet once more. 



1911 
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Wtrpsiis!^ovt 

DAVE you seen my Terpsie's feet — Trilby feet, 
In those little dancing ties so chic and neat ? 
Why the fellows everywhere 
And the girls all turn to stare, 
As she trips along the street— dainty feet. 

Have you seen my Terpsie's feet — angel feet? 
In the classic dance or waltz she can't be beat. 

She's so quick and agile too ; 

Gets her dances mixed, it's true: 
You'll forgive her, when you see — Terpsie's feet. 

Have you seen my Terpsie's feet — pretty feet? 
Can't see why the other girls have such conceit : 

For no minute, not a bit, 

When my Terpsie isn't it. 
Rattle any girl she'd meet — stunning feet. 
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FOUND two buds in a garden growing, 

Each blossom of such beauty rare, 
Its fragrance on the soft wind blowing 
Awakened springtime everywhere. 

Each bud with richest colors blending 
Half hid its graceful, modest head ; 

From e'en the sun's fond glances wending 
And seemed to blush a deeper red. 

I watched each flower daily glowing 
And opening into perfect health: 

The garden round was overflowing 

With happiness and nature's wealth. 

Such fragrance sweet the air perfuming. 
To leave each one my heart was loath ; 

My only joy to watch them blooming 
And feel the thrill of loving both. 
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One bud was but a wild rose swaying 

So delicate and frail and fair. 
That e'en the breeze in frolic playing 

Might injure it beyond repair. 

The other in life's garden clinging 

Was thou, sweet maid, so good and pure, 

Who needest love forever springing 
To make thy happiness secure. 

Dear heart, if I could have by choosing. 

Dost doubt that thou wouldst come before 

The world and all were worth the losing. 
To call thee mine forevermore. 



1905 
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OEAR Lady Babbie, so fluffy and brown, 
Thou hast more charms than these girls of renown. 
If these same beauties should doubt what I say, 
Let us now analyze each doubt away. 
First is thy figure in general, we see, 
Rounded and graceful as nature should be; 
Solid and plump for a hearty caress 
(Which isn't true of some girls, I confess). 
Why I thou hast four feet while girls have but two. 
Showing a double charm, I think, don't you? 
What girl can boast of such tender brown eyes. 
Glowing with faithfulness gold never buys? 
Loving companion wherever we'd roam'; 
Tail ever wagging to welcome me home. 
If, for some reason, I'd ever felt sad. 
Thine was the rousing to make me feel glad. 
Lady, my collie dog, pedigree fine ; 
Record for life-saving also was thine. 
Tender and gentle as gentle could be; 
Yes : I can ever depend upon thee. 
Tell me, d^ar maidens, before we dismiss, 
Any more doubts in your minds as to this? 
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tS^o Ciitlbtiooli anb iHotlier 

WISH I were a boy again 

So happy » light and free; 
To feel the dismal cares of men 
Would never trouble me. 

To think there was no end at all 
Of boyhood's larks and fun; 

To know as one began to pall, 
Another had begun. 

Oh! just to sniff the keen spring air 
Of some long bygone day ; 

To spring upon a dashing mare 
And ride the world away. 

I would I could recall the days 
I chased the chickens round; 

To thread the old familiar ways, 
To see the old school ground. 
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If but to hear the birds again 

I heard so long ago: 
Their music seemed much sweeter then. 

I wonder why it's so? 



Our childhood has but seeming woes — 
Hot tears that come and go ; 

Yet men can ne'er feel that repose, 
As when the tears would flow. 



I ne'er a place of sweeter rest. 
In boyhood's fleeting care, 

Could find than on dear mother's breast 
To sob my sorrows there. 



How often now in later years. 
When pressed by bitter grief, 

I long to shed those boyish tears 
To feel that sweet relief. 
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I've often wished, when cruel fate 
Threw thorns across my way 

And fortune's smiles seemed ever late, 
I'd died in childhood's day : 

Because I thought that happiness, 
Like power, must be bought ; 

But now I know the keen distress 
Such fallacies have wrought. 

I woke as from a troubled dream*, 
With knowledge then and there. 

That near me was the golden beam 
Of happiness most rare: 

« 
For sitting where the sunset lent 

A warmth, as twilight grew, 
A picture of sweet calm content 

Was mother ever true. 



1900 
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^0 Mv duster 

ITTLE sister, "tiny*' sweetheart, 

Mother's pet with big blue 
Eyes that light thy baby face with 
One sweet look of blank surprise. 

Nineteen happy years ago, dear, 

In thy little nursery, 
I did light one "tiny" candle 

For thine anniversary. 

Then I took out from my pocket 
Bright new pennies, silver too ; 

Put some in thy chubby fist, dear. 
Just to see what thou wouldst do. 

But thou hadst no use for money. 

Dropped them back with no regret. 

Tell me, little sister, dost thou 

Think that thou wouldst do so yet? 
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One day thou wast energetic. 

For with baby might and main, 

From my knee clear to the bureau 

Thou didst walk, but oh I how vain! 



True then to old human nature. 

Flushed with what had gone before. 

Thou didst plan for greater glory, 
But went sprawling on the floor. 



Such a howl of indignation. 
Out of all proportion, too, 

To thy baby voice and flgure ; 
But it was a warning true : 



For when thou hadst grown to girlhood, 
Thou couldst make more solid noise. 

If perchance thou wanted something, (or didn't) 
Than a dozen husky boys. 
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But I've seen thy baby troubles 

Fade with childhood's days away, 

Till a dainty, little maiden 

Sits beside me here to-day. 



And I've watched thy girlish footsteps, 
As they daily onward trod, 

Ever in life's narrow pathway. 

Strengthened by the love of God. 



Can it be this lovely maiden 
Was the little babe so fair, 

I saw in dear mother's bedroom. 
Sleeping in its cradle there? 



Tiny, tender babe so helpless, 
Pilgrim in this vale of tears. 

Thou wast born as my companion- 
Sunshine of the coming years. 
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Just as I did guide thy footsteps, 
Till thy step was firm and sure, 

Thou hast by thy noble living 

Helped me to be strong and pure. 
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HIS iris I plucked from the garden of love, 

'Tis Juno's fair messenger, dear; 
Queen Juno, who watches o'er you from above 
And sends you this message of cheer. 



The iris is named for the rainbow, it seems — 

Sweet iris, in colors so gay. 
May all of its colors be beautiful dreams 

To gladden you over life's way. 



May 10th, 1917. 
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9n iHemortam 

^^^!^HE flowers long have withered, mother dear, 
A ) The golden leaves are buried with my hopes ; 
^™^ Our resting places seem so cold and drear 

And barren lie the lonely mountain slopes. 
The birds whose songs so oft our hearts have thrilled, 

Have fled these many days to southern climes : 
My soul with desolation now is chilled 

And mem'ry bids me dream of bygone times. 



Come back, dear love, come back 

From shores beyond the skies 
And let the old-time light 

Beam on me from thine eyes. 
Oh! calm my lingering fears, 

My guiding spirit fair. 
And guard the coming years. 

Till I shall meet thee there. 
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The wolf's long howl is borne upon the breeze 

And dies away far down the distant lane ; 
The night winds sadly moan among the trees 

And whisper to my heart their weird refrain. 
The voices of the ever flowing stream 

Thy requiem are chanting o'er and o'er, 
That thou art but the mem'ry of a dream 

That now is dead and gone forevermore. 
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tS^o in? Sbeal 

P all the women that I knew 

In many rounds of social whirls, 
Before me pass in bold review 
Familiar types of modern girls. 

From heiresses on titles bent, 

Who sell themselves for gilded bait ; 
To diplomats, who circumvent 

The man that holds a nation's fate. 

The belle that is the season's rage. 

Or leaders of exclusive sets ; 
The dreamer or loquacious sage. 

With militants and suffragettes. 

From debutantes with artless gush, 
The reigning beauty's classic face ; 

To those that seek the golden flush 

Of fame and power's transient race. 
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And last of these, the human reed, 
Whose honor is a thin veneer ; 

Who sways to grim convention's need 

And shuns the wrong from worldly fear. 



I prize the girl of finer mold. 

Who values truth far more than life, 
And love above the lure of gold: 

She makes the loyal, perfect wife. 



Her feet upon the narrow way, 

All spotless from the world has stood 
This woman of the purer clay — 

A glory to her womanhood. 



Besides her moral length of view 

With which to meet the battle's fray, 

Mentality and culture too 

Must be her vanguard on the way. 
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But beauty, brains and moral worth, 
With culture from the gods above, 

Are as the cold, grey stones of earth. 
Without the warmth of human love. 



The buds and bloom of all the world. 
Though in the finest garden blown. 

Would die before they were unfurled, 
Unless the sun on them had shone. 



In high relief from social dross — 

The striking contrast of her sex — 

Is she whose lips have kissed the cross 
And on whose face its light reflects. 



The elements within thy soul 

Are blended in such fine degree. 
They seem to touch the mystic goal 
And augur of divinity. 
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Of all the honors men revere 

In all the paths that men have trod, 
I pay the highest tribute here : 

Thou art the noblest work of God. 



Written to my wife 
November 1918. 
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